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NITA. Is it a pretty tale ?
FRANC.                              Pretty, ah no!
Nita; but beautiful and passing sad.
NITA. I love sad tales: though I am gay, I love
Sometimes to weep.   But is it of our time ?
FRANC. It is an ancient tale of two long dead.
NITA. O, 'tis a tale of love!
FRANC.                                  Of love, indeed.
But, Nita, leave me to myself: I think
I would have no one stirring near me now.
{Exit NITA.
The light begins, but he is far away.
[She walks to and fro,
Better than tossing in that vacant room
Is this cool air and fragrance ere the dawn.
Where is the page which I had reached ?   Ahr
here!
Now let me melt into an ancient woe.
[Begins to read.   Enter PAOLO
PAO. Francesca!